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CANADA SONG. 


Air—The Cork Leg—From Tie Evening Post. 


To Canada Brooks was asked to go; 

‘To waste of powder a pound or so, 

He sighed as he answered, No, no, no, 

They might take my life on the way, you know. 
Singing Ri tu ri tu ral &c. 

Those Jersey railroads I can’t abide, 

'T is a dangerous thing in the trains to ride, 

Hach brakeman carries a knife by his side; 

They’d cut my throat, and they ’d cut it wide. 
Singing Ri turi tu ral &e. 


There are savages haunting New-York Bay, 
To murder strangers that pass that way; 
The Quaker Garrison keeps them in pay 
And they kill at least a score a day. 
Singing Ri tu ri tu ral &c. 
Beyond New-York, in every car, 
They keep a supply of feathers and tar; 
They daub it on with an iron bar, 
And I should be smothered ere I got far. 
Singing Ri tu ri tu ral &c. 
Those dreadful Yankees talk through the nose; 
The sound is terrible, goodness knows, 
And when I hear it, a shiver goes, 
From the crown of my head to the tips of my toes. 
Singing Ri tu ri tu ral &c. 


So, dearest Mr. Burlingame, 

I'll stay at home, if ’tis all the same, 

And I ll tell the world ’tis a burning shame, 

That we did not fight, and you’re to blame. 
Singing Ri tu ri tu ral &e. 
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